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Author's Notes: 

I'm going to hell for this, but so be it.. This story is quite depressive and sad. | think it can apply to most 
losses that people suffer, although it speaks about death. | find it easier to express such thoughts through 
that particular pair (my ‘comfort zone’). You can put the face of anyone you prefer in their place - and it can 
work just fine. The title is an attempt at a word game with (almost) same-sounding words, that all work fine 
for the subject of the story. Like everything l've uploaded here, this story is fictional, not portraying reality, 


no disrespect is intended and no profit is made. 


January 4, 2022 


He lit a cigarette but didn't smoke it. Instead, he left it in the ashtray, dangling from one of the designated 
slots on the rim, next to a pair of freshly opened Corona beers. They were both full, the golden liquid fizzing 
against the morning, bland light. He inhaled deeply the familiar scent of the burning Marlboro tobacco, wafting 
through the air - a scent he had grown to love and loathe in the past years. 


This time he was in the ‘loving-it mood. He smiled bitterly at himself and took a long swig from his bottle of 
beer; the other was still standing ceremoniously intact on the small wooden makeshift table. The air was cold, 


freezing his insides, but he didn't budge. He needed the cold beer, just as he needed to breathe in that 
cigarette whiff. 


" | brought you a beer..", he murmured, at last, staring adamantly in front of him, at the silver lake - not 


daring a glance to his side. 


He heard the crumbling noise of some withered leaves, crisp under the foot, and felt the chill breeze brush 
past his exposed nape, like a razor blade. He welcomed the sensation with a smirk - after all, he was desperate 


for a sign He pulled his beanie lower, to protect him from the unpredictable blast. 


" You don't speak.. I'm not surprised..", he went on - his smirk gradually fading into a scowl on his neatly 


shaven face. 


Some children were shouting far away, happy on their sleighs, sliding on the frozen lake unperturbed, unaware 
of the possible dangers lurking in the thinner parts of the ice, covering the surface. Instinctively he focused 
his eyes on them, opting for the role of the vigilant observer, in case of an emergency, rather than letting his 
eyes drift next to him, to the immense, disturbing void of his absence, the empty space on the bench. 


It used to be their favorite place to sit when they had enough time to take a walk in the woods by the lake. 
They used to talk a lot there, over a bottle of Corona beer, open up, share their thoughts, their worries, their 
dreams - their love.. Even their bodies. They had shared a kiss in front of the ignorant strollers, a long time 
ago, when they were both very young, barely adults and it had felt bold and sweet at the same time. They 
had smiled at each other conspiratorially, cheeks flushed red with fervor and desire, hearts beating eagerly in 
their chests; it had felt so perfect - the whole world comprised them and that kiss and nothing else. No words 


were needed; they knew already. 


" You know.. | miss you.", he said and sniffled. The cold made his nose run. That's what he wanted to think. " | 


wish | had.." He hesitated and swallowed sorrowfully. 


One of the kids skidded on the ice with a yelp and he peered through the trees, agitated for a moment. But 
they were fine and safe, out of danger. As quickly as the kid had fallen down, they were back up on their feet 
again, running after the others, ignorant of any danger; carefree, happy, and full of energy. Concepts that had 


been erased from his life's dictionary, like obsolete words. 


Once, it had been them, running on that same, frozen surface, it had been them, playing insouciantly with the 
snow, throwing snowballs at each other.. The place had been the same, only the faces had changed. 


He took another swig from his beer and put the bottle next to the intact one. 
" Happy New Year to you, Allu.. | hope you're doing better, wherever you are..” 


A sudden gust of wind dropped the cigarette from the ashtray onto the icy ground. It was already out, 


anyway. 
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You know, İd love to smoke that fag you lit for me. The smell fills me with something familar - a bodiless piece of 
information, lingering, like my conscience. All that ve become is conscious energy and memories.. You nurture me 
with your thoughts and your grief.. | feed off your love. | am everywhere, anytime.. | lurk in our places, haunting, 
revisiting, and reliving our memories.. 


Í wish | could take a sp of that Corona.. You still remember my tastes.. | thought you had started forgetting them, 
replacing them with new people's quirks.. | wanna clink that bottle with yours, and together, make another beautiful, 
better memory of us.. 


Í can only chill your nape, it seems.. 


Dont cringe at me, what do you want me to say? You know I can't speak, just like that. | mean, | do speak - my 
voice is everywhere - but damn, can you hear me? Would you like to..? Nah, so stop if, please.. | had stopped 
speaking a long time ago, anyway, so no big deal.. 


Í feel your sorrow. If measures up with mine. We didn't get another chance and now youre left behind. so desolate 
- and this fucking hurts.. t hurts. Im sorry | cant create time for us For this.. Your pain resonates here.. On the 
other side. | see its murky color, | savor its salty flavor, | hear its dissonant sound.. You can't 


Part of me is relleved that | was the one to go first, and not being in your place.. Part of me regrets that it is 
you, who was assigned this burden. It must be devastating for you. This sense of permanence - so unbearable.. You 


get no opportunity for amends! Im sorry.. You are in a place | wouldn't lke to be. 


Thanks for bringing me here. It used to be one favorite place, and yeah, those kids could be us.. Damn, we used to 


be so honest and innocent and spontaneous.. 


You know, this is the moment we would kiss.. Do you remember my taste? Bitter-sweet? Savory, perhaps? You 
always tasted sweeft.. | relive every kiss we shared, every touch that sent goosebumps down our spines, every 
hitching breath, every gasp.. 


| miss you, too. | never admitted it, but, damn, you know, its true.. 


How did we end up like this, Janne? How did we grow apart? How awful have we been to each other..? 


Dont avoid the subject- don't look away! The kids are fine- stop fucking staring at them lke a perv! Its us who will 
never be fine! Us! 


Can you feel me..? Im fucking trying my best, you know.. Trying fo get to you.. | am here, Janne, this year and 
every year, and forever.. H| be stuck here, replaying the old memories like scratched old records, feeding off the 
stale energy of our bond, in an endless, downwards spiral, until youll not need me anymore, and there's nothing 


more to nourish me... 


You'll get there, eventually. 


But | will linger here forever. 


The end 
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